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ount Calvary 

The birthday of William Booth, April 10th approximates closely to 

the Easter Festival. The following message from the pen of The Army 

Founder is therefore peculiarly appropriate at this time. 



WILL you stop for a min- 
ute or two? Come and 
look at the Cross whjch 
stands high on Calvary! 
If I could set you down before 
Mount Blanc, in Switzerland, and 
told you that this was the highest 
mountain in Europe you would 
stop and look at it with wonder. 
If you were to accompany me 
to India and if I were to show you 
Mount Everest and tell you that 
it was the highest mountain in the 
world, I suppose you would pause 
and consider it. a remarkable sight, 
if only on that account. 

But, come here, my friend; just 
for a minute come and pause before 
this mountain — this Mount Calvary, 
Look at this, the most important 
event in the universe; look at this, 
the most wonderful and extraordin- 
ary spectacle ever presented to the 
eye of man since the foundation 
of the world. Here is the Son of 
God, suffering and dying for you. 



Christ Died For All 

O Boundless Salvation! deep ocean 

of love, 
O fullness of mercy, Christ brought 

from above, 
The whole world redeeming, so rich 

and so free, 
Now flowing for all men— come roll 

over me! 

William Booth 



You say it is a mystery. I admit 
it is a mystery. Are not both the 
natural and mental worlds full of 
mysteries? Is it not a mystery how 
you can think? Is it not strange 
that you can send your thoughts 
away faster than lightning? You 
surely are not going to be so fool- 
ish as to reject facts because they 
are mysteries that are beyond your 
ability to comprehend or to ex- 
plain? Never mind the mysteries, 
be content to deal with the tre- 
mendous. 

The Son of God hangs there; 
Christ Jesus hangs for you. On that 
Cross, so to speak, hangs your par- 
don; on that Cross is suspended 
your deliverance from the burning 
lake: on that Cross the Son of God 
was made a curse for you. He 
suffered the sorrows you ought to 
have endured. Your pardon, happi- 
ness, peace and purity are on 
yonder tree. But for that Cross you 
must ever be a slave to your sins. 

You must go on with your curs- 




ing; you must go on with your 
filthiness and sordid passion — they 
came with you and have now got 
hold of you, mastered you, and 
are, with some at any rate, eating 
into your very vitals. If you con- 
tinue as you are, you will soon be 
filthy all the way through full 
of rottenness, and the great God 
will say "He is beyond remedy, 
past cure: let him be filthy still; 
he is accursed, let him be accursed 
still; he is of the devil, let him be 
of the devil still" — that is unless 
you obtain deliverance from the 
Man Who hangs on yonder tree. 
Haven't you tried to burst these 
bonds? Isn't there a young man 
on whom the drink is beginning 
to fasten its insidious spell? You 
begin to feel you cannot get away 
from it as you used to do. Like 
Samson, you get up and shake 
yourself? You say, "I will sign the 
pledge." You may sign it with your 
blood, but you will break it again. 
Deliverance for you is not through 
your own blood, but only through 
the Blood of Him who hung upon 
the Cross. 



NOW, I want to ask you s a ques- 
tion; and that is, what" response 
do you think you ought to make 
to the Cross? Calvary is a sort of 
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"PROPHET OF 
THE POOR" 



Lover of the out- 
cast and friend of 
the poor, the 
Army's first Gen- 
eral bulks larger in 
history as one of 
God's true proph- 
ets as the years 
roll by. William 
Booth on one occa- 
sion wrote these 
unf o rgetable 
words: "The Sal- 
vation Army has 
not been made by 
the money of the 
rich, nor by the 
learning of the 
scholarly; but by 
the power of God 
manifested through 
simple men and 
women. 3 ' 



temple of tfje Ctuctfieb 

His Cross of shame is all our hope, 
The Fountain opened in His side 

Shall purge our deepest stains away; 
With Jesus we are crucified. 

A broken and a childlike heart 
To none who ask will be denied; 

A broken heart love's dwelling is— 
The temple of the Crucified. 

F. W. Faber 



has travelled until He finds you. 
He is knocking at the door, saying, 
"Will you let me have all that is 
left of your life? Will you go out 
to live and die for Me?" 
The Living Christ 
Have you got the living Christ 
in you as a power, making you the 
master of evil? Has He got pos- 
session of you as He wants to have, 
that He may look through your 
eyes and weep with them, work 
with your hands, run with your 
feet, love with your heart that He 
.may live over again in you? Let 
us all march up to the Cross to- 
gether and say to Him Who hangs 
on it: "Jesus, all my need is there; 
come and supply it and Thou 
shall have me, and I will be Thy 
son and Thy servant for evermore." 
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halfway house. He came from 
Heaven down here — to this Cross 
— what for? That you might go 
there to meet Him. He says, "I 
came all the way from my father's 
Throne to Calvary. I have been 
waiting long for you, won't you 
come up and meet Me there?" 
Tell Him what response ', you will 
make. 
I don't care who you are or 



where you come from, but I know 
you are redeemed by the Blood of 
the Son of God, and that you will 
have to go and take your stand by 
my side before the Throne. You 
will .look at what He did for you, 
, ; and you will see what you did in 
return. 

All the way from Heaven to earth 
Jesus Christ has come: can you tell 
how far that is. All the way He 




A/r UST Jesus 

1 * J - bear the Cross 
alone, 

And all the 
world go free? 
No, there's a 
cross for every 
one, 

And there's a 
cross for me. 

The consecrated 
cross I'll bear 

Till death shall 
set me free; 
And then go home 
my crown to 
wear, 

For there's a 
crown for me. 

T. Shepherd and David Williams 
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An Army worker chats with a veteran 
diver in between distress-relief duties. 

LEFT: It's easy to count chickens after 
they are hatched. 
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EASTER is a season of para- 
dox. Life and death go hand 
in hand. At this time we 
gather around a tomb, the 
tomb of One Who said, "I am 
come 'that they might have 
life," and was ready to lay 
down physical life in order 
to impart eternal life. That tomb 
was occupied until the third day. 
When its bonds were burst forever. 
His victory over death was com- 
plete. He entered into life eternal, 
- leaving the portal wide open for us 
to follow Him. That, to the Chris- 
tian, is the meaning of Easter. 

In many lands, ours among them, 
Easter is a season when nature is 
stirring in its sleep. Who can say 
when or how death links up with 
life? Who can measure the con- 
tribution that the death of the old 
makes to the life of the new? Soon 
it will be abundantly clear that 
what seemed like death is in fact 
the beginning of new life. The trees, 
hedges and fields will take on a 
fresh glory. The death of the old 
has not been in vain. 

Varieties of Life 

How contrary to nature truly 
understood is the old axiom of our 
youthful days, "Self preservation is 
the first law of nature." There are 
varieties of life. So easily may we 



grasp at the shadow, the phantasy, 
and miss the substance, the reality. 
Our Lord spoke in harmony with 
inner truth when He said, "He that 
saveth his life shall lose it." He 
taught a new law, the law of love, 
according to which law there are 
things more precious than life — by 
which law it may be necessary to ' 
lay down life that we may gain Life. 
He showed us the law of love in 
action. Not only is it true He 
"tasted death for every man," but 
by His death, and His willingness to 
die, He made possible the Resurrec- 
tion with its eternal significance. 

A Willing Submission 

Our Lord was not entirely alone 
in demonstrating the relative unim- 
portance of physical death when 
weighed against the imponderables 
of the spirit. We remember Isaac, 
who was ready to be offered up by 
his father, Abraham. I like to think 
of Isaac not as the helpless victim 
in an offering of Which he under- 
stood nothing, but as the young man 
who showed his reverence for God 
and his confidence in his father, 
Abraham, by a willing submission, 
thereby giving the world a wonder- 
ful exhibition of love and faith in 
action. 

We think also of Stephen, that 
man of faith, filled with the Holy 
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CHRIST'S DE- 
CISION was 
made in Geth- 
semane: "Thy 
will be done." 
As a result, life 
came to a world 
"dead in tres- 
passes and sin". 
Jesus became 
obedient unto 
death, even the 
death of the 
Cross. 



Ghost, willing to serve God at 
tables, ready also to demonstrate 
his love for God by making the su- 
preme sacrifice. How futile seemed 
the death of that young, virile 
soldier of the Cross. Yet it con- 
tributed to the conversion of Saul 
of Tarsus who, in his turn, led thou- 
sands into life and gave the church 
an organized form of life that has 
continued until today. 

But our Lord Himself is the per- 





HE PARDONED A REBEL LIKE ME 



A Testimony In Song 
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l.I heard of a Saviour whose love was so great That He laid down Hia 
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CHORUS 
Fine ^Allegretto M.J=ise 



brow, To pardon a re-bel like 

J ,J 



■'W ji li rnr i * r i r M 




'k~ 1>J, J | J j 




f f f f qf F f frf - i p f 1 

re-bel like me, (like me,) He pardonM a re-bel like me> like me; The 
J J J J J ,J J / J J J , J, J J J J 



They tell me, He wept- 

over sinners one day,, 
Saying, "Oh, that your; 

Saviour you knew! 
How oft would Ij 

gather you under Myi 

wing, 
And . pardon poor: 

rebels' like you." 



Oh, that love so amaz-i 
ing, it broke my hard- 
heart, 

And brought me, 
dear Jesus, to Thee; 

And I know, when I 
came, Thou didst not; 
cast me out, 

But didst- pardon a 
rebel like me. 



Oh, *tis true that poor 
sinners of all kinds - 
He saves, 

And you He will not 1 
cast away; 

He waits in His mercy- 
sweet peace to be-, 
stow, • - 

So come to the Fount- 
ain to-day. 

Mrs. E. Reed 



From The Salvation Army- 
Tune Book 
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feet example. His indifference to 
physical life spelt life for the world. 
He said, "I, if I be lifted up from 
the earth, will draw all men unto 
me," (John 12: 32); and He has. His 
shed blood signified His own physical 
death on Calvary, but the empty 
tomb signified eternal life, not only 
for Himself but for all who believe 
on Him and receive Him. 

Lay Hold on Eternal Life 
We who love the Lord and pro- 
fess to follow Him. should at this 
Easter season learn afresh from His 
death and resurrection, that His 
way for us is not necessarily the 
way of the life of prosperity, with 
its comfort, its friendships, its 
worldly gain, its long life; but the 
way of apparent sacrifice, of self 
denial, of worldly loss,— possibly of 
premature death, in order that the 
miracle of spiritual life may be as- 
sured. We should afresh "lay hold 
on eternal life" (1 Tim. 6: 12), 
which means holding with a loose 
hand the things of time. We should 
lay up for ourselves "treasures in 
heaven." (Matt. 6: 20). 
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...HOPE... 

Out of the Darkness and Despair of 
the Tomb came Life and Victory 

OF all the religious festivals in 
which Christian nations partici- 
pate that of Easter brings a message 
of hope. Nothing is more despairing 
than the grave, no matter whose 
grave it may be. Oh, the darkness 
associated with our buried trea- 
sures! What hours of despondency 
those were to the followers of 
Jesus when His sacred body lay in 
the sepulchre! 

To any who are despairing or 
suffering, or bearing heavy burdens, 
I would say, let the Easter song 
bring again to you its message of 
Hope. To any whose joy and ex- 
perience are buried deep in a grave 
of sorrow, let the. voice of Easter 
bring Life from the tomb. To any 
who have hitherto thought victory 
beyond their reach, let the triumph 
of Easter bid them take fresh 
courage through faith in a Risen 
and Conquering Saviour. 

It can be a glad Easter Day for 
you if you will but believe! 

General Edward J. Higgins 
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"Peace Amidst the Tempest's Roar" 

A NEWFOUNDLAND INCIDENT 

Moving Story oF the Sea Told by Mrs. Brigadier C. Wiseman 



STURDY SON OF THE SEA 




"I love to tell the Story of un- 
seen things above." 

M OW many years had passed 
^B— since, with all the fervor of 
IBB a new child in God, he had 
^™ sung that song! Into his 
memory came the picture of the 
high-rolling seas, the tossing and 
lurching of the ship, the fear that 
beset all hands that they would 
never reach land again! But with- 
in his own heart was the assurance 
of the love of Jesus. 

How he had longed to impart it 
to the stricken crew! But alas, they 
were all too busy. He remembered 
again the prayer that had arisen 
from his heart asking that the men 
be spared and he have the honor of 
pointing them to Christ, so that fear 
might not rule over them again. 
They had been saved from death, 
but looking back now, Ezra wished 
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"Vntil I Find" 

O TENDER Shepherd, climbing 
rugged mountains 
And loading waters deep, 
How long would' st Thou be willing 

to go homeless 
To find a straying sheep? 

"I count no time," the ShepJierd 

gently answered, 
"As thou dost count, and bind 
The days in weeks, the weeks in 

months; 
My counting is just — until I find!" 
Author Unknown 



with all his heart that God had not 
heard his prayer. He had saved his 
life — but where was the assurance 
he had then? It was all gone now. 

He was worse than the vilest sin- 
ner that had labored on that 
schooner. He had tried to keep his 
vow to God, but they had laughed 
at him and nothing he did seemed 
to make things any different, and 
gradually, because he was with 
them so much and became careless, 
he lost his fervor and his joy and 
his testimony. He slipped into the 
old habits that had bound him be- 
fore he found the Lord. 

Occasionally when at sea Ezra 
thought of his wife and son at 
home, but they were something 
apart. When he went home he 
would go with them to The Army 



meetings, but only because they 
wanted him to go. Neither his wife 
nor son were converted, but they 
enjoyed the singing and the atmos- 
phere of happiness and goodwill 
that was to be found in the Army 
hall. 

It was during one of these trips 
home that Ezra awoke one morning 
to find that his arms were stiff, and 
■when he tried to get out of bed he 
felt creaky all over. He didn't go to 
sea that day, his son went in his 
stead. Ezra never went back to the 
sea again. 

The son grew to be a stalwart 
young man and worked hard to 
keep his mother and father in com- 
fort. He acquired the habits of his 
companions and jeered at religion 
and what he once had felt was 
sacred. Yet unconsciously from his 
heart there would burst thoughts 
that brought to his lips words of 
the hymns he had sung in the Army 
Hall, "O Boundless Salvation, deep 

ocean of love " and looking out 

across the great expanse of sea he 
would muse on the stories he had 
heard. 

They brought him home one 
morning sick with pneumonia. 
Gently the old couple put their son 
to bed and watched over him. After 
a night of restless turning and 
twisting they could see that he was 
seriously ill. 

The doctor was many miles away 
and would have to be brought by 
boat. The sea was a raging mael- 
strom and the anxious father paced 
up and down in sheer helplessness. 
Fear gripped him, a great fear, and 
he could find no peace. 

Sitting by his son's bedside 
through that lonely night, while the 
winds whistled outside, raising the 
waters in great leaping lashes 
against the coast as if they would 
deride him because of his helpless- 
ness, he remembered again that 
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A Series of Meditations 

by 
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TRANSFORMATION 



"And their eyes were opened and 
they knew Him, and He vanished 
out of their sight"- 

(Luke 24: 31) 

WHAT a transformation 
that momentary revela- 
tion made in the lives of 
these two men. We see 
them immediately retrace their 
steps — revitalized and energized, 
they return to the old scene and the 
old friends with a new message, "He 
is risen!" It was the very message 
they had disbelieved earlier in the 
day. But now we see them setting 
forth as witnesses of the resurrec- 
tion. Their souls knew the inner 
glow of resurrection power. "Did 
not our hearts burn within us by 
the way." 

Christ kindled a vital spark in 
their lives and they moved forward 
to witness. This was what Easter 
meant to them — joy in place of 
sorrow t— light instead of darkness 
— satisfaction and courage in place 
of frustration and despair. And these 
were the same two men, to whom 
Jesus had said, "O fools and slow 
of heart to believe. all that the pro- 
phets have spoken." What condem- 
nation from the Master! And they 
who toere unbelieving, retraced 
their steps to Jerusalem and met 
other disciples who were still 



doubting the Resurrection message. 
St. Mark recorded the event thus, 
"And they went and told it to the 
residue; neither believed they 
them." 

The Easter experience came to 
these men because they asked Jesus 
to stay with them. "Abide with us, 
for it is toward evening and the day 
is far spent." In the breaking and 
blessing of bread, their spiritual 
eyes were opened, and they grasped 
the truth that Jesus was their guest. 
The Inner Glow 

What does Easter mean to you? 

A new hat, or presents, or flowers 
from those you love? 

Until we have experienced the 
Inner Glow, which comes from 
contact with the Risen Christ, we 
have not fully- lived. 

We. know nothing about the 
abundant life, until our hearts 




other night when fear had been all 
around him but could not engulf 
him because of the inward peace 
he knew. But he had forfeited that! 
He had been unmindful of the 
mercy of God, and now he needed 
Him so much. But Ezra felt he 
couldn't ask for anything now. 

"Dad, d-a-d." It was the weak 
voice of his son. 

"Pray for me Dad, pray for me." 

"Son," wept the old man, "if only 
I could. If only I could tell you of 
Jesus and His love, but I can't, I 
can't. . . I'll go and get the Army 
officer, he'll help you through." 

"Don't leave me dad," he sobbed. 
"I wouldn't be here when you came 
back. I know I'm dying. Dad you've 
got to pray for me!" 

The Light of Christ's Love 

And Ezra prayed. Prayed first 
that God would forgive him for his 
unfaithfulness, and into his dark 
mind shone the light of well- 
nigh-forgotten years gone by. Again 
he told the story of Christ's undying 
love and his willingness to forgive 
those who acknowledge their sins. 
Such a prayer must reach the heart 
of God. Supplication,- and a desire 
to tell the dying son the way of 
Salvation, all worked together and 
the light of Christ crowned it all. 
The son accepted by faith the of- 
fered forgiveness of sins, and with 
peace in his heart he closed his eyes 
and slept. 

Ezra finds it difficult to give ex- 
pression to his experience of God, 
but whenever he hears again the 
strains of the old hymn he feels 
compelled to tell of the wondrous, 
forgiving love of Christ and how 
peace can be found "amidst the 
tempest's roar." 



TO THE SEA IN SHIPS 



They cry unto the Lord in their 
trouble, and He bringeth them out 
of their distresses. 

He maketh the storm a calm, so. 
that the waves thereof are still. 

Then are they glad because they 
be quiet; so He bringeth them 
unto their desired haven. 

Psalm 107:28-30 



burn within us, in the Presence of 
the Master. • 

Why not invite Jesus into your 
life? 

Why not Easter Every Day? 

Such an invitation will effect a 
transformation. Then Easter will 
really mean something to you every 
day of the year. .;:.; 
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HE SPARK that was 
Fanned Into a BLAZE 



Appropriate to Eastertide 
which falls close to the 121st 
anniversary of the birth of The 
Army founder in Nottingham, 
England, is the following ac- 
count of the start of The 
Army's work in Canada which 
resulted in an amazing resurg- 
ence of spiritual vitality . to the 
people of this country. The in- 
cidents related, are told in a 
booklet, "Fighting for God in 
Many Lands," published by The 
Army's International Head- 
quarters. 

fi G IV AT Y first contact with The 

I y^ Salvation Army was short- 
ly after it opened fire in 
our town, Jarrow-on-Tyne, Eng- 
land. A band of rowdies broke up 
the open-air meeting and rolled 
Lieutenant Johnny Lawley in the 
mud. I can still see him rising to 
his feet, shaking his long black 
locks and shouting, "Hallelujah! 
Glory be. to God!" The spirit of the 
man manifested under such treat- 
ment moved me mightily; I became 
a regular attendant at the meetings. 
It was not,, however, until some 
months later, when I followed the 
Corps to a big meeting in New- 
castle, led by Captain Gipsy Smith, 
that I fully surrendered to God and 
became a Soldier. 

This step was very strongly op- 
posed by my Scotch-Presbyterian 



How The Salvation Army 
Started in Canada 



Told by Colonel John Addle, one of the two 
Young Men who Pioneered the "Work of the Or- 
ganization in the Land of the Maple 



parents. When finally I told them 
that the Spirit was leading me on 
to Officership, they did not under- 
stand; they felt that I was ungrate- 
ful for their sacrifice during my four 
years' apprenticeship to the drapery 
trade, and that all their efforts on 







"Like a Mighty Army 



Canadian-trained Salvationists are to be 
found in almost all parts of the globe- 



my behalf had been in vain. For 
some time they had been consider- 
ing moving to Canada; I believe 
their final decision was made with 
the hope that in anew country and 
new surroundings I would forget, 
and their ambitions for me might 
yet be realized. However, many 
years before they passed on, their 
spiritual eyes were opened and they 
became fast friends of the Organ- 



Colone! John Addie, promoted to Glory 
from the United States a few years ago. 

ization and very proud of my suc- 
cess in its ranks. 

On our arrival in Canada my 
parents engaged in farming, and I 
quickly found a position in the larg- 
est store in London, Ontario. The 
Methodist Church was in a revival, 
and this was the nearest to The 
Salvation Army that I could find. I 
'entered into the spirit of the meet- 
ings, and never missed an opportun- 
ity to speak and pray. I became ac- 
quainted with a young fellow named 
Cathcart, whose enthusiasm was 
akin to my own. When the evange- 
list had gone, we both felt that the 
work should go on and therefore 
started cottage prayer meetings; 
during the first three months over 
thirty people were soundly con- 
verted. 
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A FAMOUS 
PAINTING 



Great throngs of city 
and country dwellers gaze 
at and pass by this 
beautiful large-scale oil 
painting situated at the 
City Hall Square en- 
trance of the Robert 
Simpson Departmental 

Store, Toronto, depicting 
an early-day scene at 
the intersection of Yonge 
and King Streets. The 
work of a great Canadian 
artist, F. M. Bell-Smith, 
O.S.A., R.C.A., the pic- 
ture entitled "'Lights of 
a great City," also shows 
"Dad" Dixon (at right) 
a notable trophy of Grace 
and valiant War \ Cry 
boomer in all weathers. 



One night, in 1881, a stranger en- 
tered and, after giving his testi- 
mony, sang an Army song. It was 
the first I had heard since I left the 
old Corps. I could hardly restrain 
myself. 

"Do you belong to The Salvation 
Army?" I inquired. "I was con- 
verted there," he answered. 

"So was I," said I, and we em- 
braced each other. The scene threw 
the meeting into confusion. My 
friend Cathcart and the converts 
could not understand who this 
stranger was who had upset me so. 
despite our efforts at explanation. 
However, it was agreed that Cath- 
cart should carry on with the meet- 
ings, where so much good had been 
done, and the stranger — Joe Lud- 
gate — and I would start open-air 
meetings in Salvation Army style 
on the following Sunday. A number 
of our cottage meeting converts 
afterward became Soldiers, and 
Cathcart became a useful Officer 
and died in the fight. 

Street meetings were then unheard 
of in Canada, and the crowds block- 
ed the traffic. Police ordered us 
away from three separate stands, 
until the chief, who seemed to un- 
derstand what we were trying to 
do, came and said: "Boys, if you 
must preach, go to the market- 
square, and you can have all the 
room you want." A small Hall was 
given us, and the crowd would fol- 
low us from the open-air meeting 
to the door, but could not be induced 
to enter — until we got the worst 
drunkard in town converted. Then 
the Hall was too small. A large 
skating rink was secured, where 
great crowds assembled and sinners 
of all kinds were saved in scores. 

Encouraged to Go On 

We wrote to International Head- 
quarters, asking that Officers be ap- 
pointed. They replied that no one 
was available, but sent us some old 
.War Crys, penny Song Books and 
blue hatbands and encouraged us to 
go on. Shortly afterward they wrote 
asking us to get into touch with 
Commissioner Railton who, with 
seven Hallelujah lasses, had started 
Army Work in New York. We tried 
to do this, but after three months 
our letter was returned from the 
dead letter office. We again appeal- 
ed to England, and were informed 
that Railton had been recalled and 
another Officer had taken his place. 
From him we. received a wire, tell- 
ing us to hold the fort and that he 
would be with us in two weeks. We 
arranged a great meeting for him; 
he enrolled over fifty Soldiers, com- 
missioned Local Officers, made Lud- 
gate and me Captains and took Lud- 
gate back to New York with him, 
leaving me to fight things out alone. 

One Sunday, while military forces 
were holding their annual manoeu- 
vres outside the town, we were in- 
vited to conduct a meeting among 
the soldiers. Thousands of citizens 
(Continued on page 14) 
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Si SACRED WEEK 



THERE is no place in all the 
world where the solemnity of 
Holy Week is so deeply felt 
as in Palestine. Jews, Christians, and 
Mohammedans wend their way to 
the Holy City to participate in hal- 
lowed ceremonies. 

According to the Biblical com- 
mandment, Passover is to be 
celebrated for seven days. It is 
every Jew's desire to be, at least 
once in his life, in Jerusalem for 
Passover. Every "Seder," the most 
impressive ceremony in the Jewish 
religion, closes with the fervent wish 
"Next year may we be in Jeru- 
salem!" Seldom is seen such solemn- 
ity as Passover Night in Jerusal- 
em. The next morning all Jewry 




The Ho!y City — a recently 



sen photograph — covers a wide area, including some of the . surrounding hills. 



pays a visit, to the Wailing Wall. It 
is a pilgrimage after the ancient 
custom. 

The impulse to visit Jerusalem to 
pray before the Holy Sepulchre is 
common to all Christians. All 
Christian denominations share in 
the festivities, but one of the most 
interesting ceremonies is that of the 
Abyssinians. They arrange their 




procession on Easter Eve. Around 
the dome of the roof they set up a 
tent in which their abbot, gorgeous- 
ly apparelled, sits like an ancient 
monarch in a chair beside the altar. 
Monks beat silver tom-toms, while 
others like King David of old, 
"dance before the Lord." The pro- 
cession then forms. Three times the 
dome is encircled to the accompani- 
ment of a strange, exotic chanting. 

While the Ethiopians are thus 
dancing on the roof of St. Helena's 
Chapel, the Armenians are chant- 
ing inside. Franciscans are offering 
midnight Mass in the Chapel of the 
Apparition. In other quarters, Cop- 
tic and Syriac hymns are being 
sung. Moslems also have congregat- 
ed in and around the Haram 
al-Sherif, the ancient site of the 
Holy Temple, where the Omar 
Mosque now stands. 

Only a small remnant of the an- 
cient Samaritans survives in Pales- 
tine According to tradition, they are 
the descendants of Ephraim and 
Manassah, and are thus of the tribe 
of Joseph. The only exception is the 
priestly family which is descended 
from the tribe of Levi. The language 
of the Samaritans is now a dialect 
of the Palestinian Aramaic. Their 
script which they use for all pur- 
poses is derived from the ancient 
Hebrew script. Of the Scripture 
they accept only the Torah, (the 
Pentateuch) and claim .to have the 
oldest copy of the Torah, written 
at the door of the Tabernacle by 
Abishua, son of Eleazar .son of 
Aaron the high priest. 

By sunset of the eve of the Pass- 
over, preparations are complete for 
the only blood sacrifice offered up 
to God in any part of the world. A 
small oblong plot of ground is 
marked out by a low rubble wall 
as a place of prayer. Here a trench 
is dug. Water is boiled in copper 
cauldrons on a rough altar of un- 
hewn stone. A few yards away, ex- 
cavated in a piece of higher ground 
is a round, large pit about six feet 
in depth and lined in stones. The 



sheep are slaughtered on the altar 
and roasted in this pit, each one "a 
lamb without blemish a male of the 
first year." 

The first part of the ceremony 
consists of sacrificial prayers. Young 
xnen clothed for the occasion in 
robes of white linen, face the rock 
on the summit of Gerizim, which 
marks the site of the Holy of Holies 
of the Samaritan people. The high 
priest takes his place at the head 
of the congregation. 

When the sun sets, the high priest 
turns to face the congregation and 
reads the twelfth chapter of Exodus 
Which contains the laws and com- 
mandments regarding the Pascal 
Lamb. When he reaches the verse, 
"and the whole congregation of 
Israel shall kill it at dark," the sun 
has completely set. 

An Ancient Ceremony 

A young priest collects some of 
the Pascal blood in a basin, stirs it 
with wild thyme and daubs with it 
the lintel of every tent. Boiling 
water is next poured over the lambs 
so that the wool can be plucked off. 
The skin is left intact to protect 
the flesh in the oven. The actual 
sacrifice to the Almighty now takes 
place, certain parts being offered 
upon the altar until entirely con- 
sumed. Meanwhile the lambs are 
prepared for the oven. Parts are 
given to the priests. The remainder 
is spitted and lowered into the pit 
while the worshippers chant, "There 
is no God but one." 

More prayers and readings now 
occupy the time until the meat is 
made ready. During this period the 
high priest raises aloft before the 
people the scrolls of the Torah. 
When the lambs have been suffi- 
ciently roasted, the oven is opened, 
the meat distributed and eaten "in 
haste with unleavened bread and 
with bitter herbs!. Great care is 
taken not to have a bone of the 
Pascal lamb broken. 

Maxwell Joseph. 
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"CONSIDER THE LILLIES" 



IF this bright lily 
Can live once more, 
And its white promise 

Be as before, 
Why can not the great stone 
Be moved from His door? 

If the green grass 

Ascend and. shake 
Year after year 

And blossoms break 
Again and again 

For April's sake, 



Why cannot He, 

From the, dark and mold, 
Show us again 

His manifold 
And gleaming' glory, 

A stream of gold? 

Faint heart, be sure 

These things must be. 
See the new bud 

On the old tree! ... 
If flowers can wake, 
■ Oh, why not He?— C. H. Towne 
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THE WAR CRY 




ECONCILIATION is one 
of the Apostle Paul's great 
themes, or perhaps we 
should say, one of his 
k flaming certainties. 

"Now then!" cried he to 
the Corinthians, who dwelt in the 
centre and seat of worldly wisdom, 
"we are ambassadors for Christ, as 
though God did beseech you by us, 
we pray you, in Christ's stead, be 
ye reconciled to God" (2 Corinth- 
ians 5:20). 

This supreme message became so 
much a part of this God-possessed 
man that when he preached it he 
seemed "mad." 

I am reminded of Kagawa's words: 
"Christianity is not a religion of 
reasonable men, but of men gone 
mad with love for God and Man." 
Reconciliation is both a message 
and a mystery. But because there 
is mystery in the heart of this great 
fact it is not therefore to be re- 
jected. Why anything in earth or sky 
is as it is we can never finally say, 
nevertheless, we accept the fact of 
the universe. 

Donne, the seventeenth' century 
English poet wrote: 
"Why grass is green or why our blood 

is red 
Are mysteries which none can reach 
unto . . . 
We dwell in the midst of myster- 



THE MEDIATOR 

God was in Christ, reconcil- 
ing the world unto Himself. 
(2 Corinthians 5, 19) 



ies, and we are ourselves mysterious 
creatures. Final answers escape us. 
Our unresolved interrogatives circle 
the globe and fill the skies, but we 
go on living, though we fail in 
knowing. So many facts must be ac- 
cepted without explanation. This is 
true of spiritual as well as of materi- 
al things. Why not let us glory in 
the fact and experience of Divine 
reconciliation, even though logi- 
cians, philosophers, poets and even 
theologians search in vain for the 
key to Love's ultimate mystery? 

Would you look with me at this 
lovely word reconciliation? 

It forms a color in the mind, not 
of gloom, or fury. There is nothing 




RECONCILIATION 



Herein the Fact -of God and the Fact of Man Are Brought 
Together. " The Most High Becomes the Most Near! " 



violent, offensive, or lurid about it. 
The color of some words is sinister, 
troublesome, frightening: they are 
the servants of storm and strife, 
others are dark and vengeful. But 
reconciliation fills the mind with a 
healing color, like that of a golden 
sunset, closing with its quiet benison 
the broken glories of a stormy day. 
The word has a touch, it conveys 
feeling as many words do. It is not 
hard, smiting to hurt and break. 
It is not rough, harsh and grating, 
or brusque and rude, elbowing and 
pushing its way, bearing down op- 
position, crude and inconsiderate. 
Neither is it a sharp and cutting 
word, piercing and wounding, cal- 
culated to sever the golden cord of 
friendship. Rather is it as quiet and 
potent as a falling tear, when re- 
pentance and forgiveness meet upon 
the Mercy Seat; as sacred as the 
kiss that ends a quarrel and dis- 
perses the tensions of misunder- 
standing; as strong as the renewed 
clasp of friendship when hands that 
have been separated are joined 
again in a touch warm and strong, 
coming through from the heart. And 
it is as soothing and emolient * as 



ointment poured upon an angry 
wound. It is a gentle, kindly, heal- 
ing word, all compact of love and 
mercy. 

It is also a word of lovely tones, 
those tones which are the music of 
speech. It sounds like the rejoicing 
of men released from captivity. It 
has a tone like those bells which 
chimed and rang upon the air over 
many lands when the war ended and 



heart. I saw the sad and wistful 
look in the. eyes of the sadhu who 
listened to my testimony of a God 
known and loved through Christ, 
and replied, with all the hopeless 
searching of the ages in his voice, 
"I also am a seeker." Also I thought 
of a young Captain in Ceylon, who 
displayed the lovely words of John 
3: 16. One day 'he found a man gaz- 
ing at the text, and asked him, "Do 
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comes from God, the Heavenly 
Father,, who is "long beforehand" 
with our souls, who "loved us ere 
we knew Him." Calvary is God, 
breaking through to save us. This 
event, it has been said, "shattered 
the framework of history." It was 
not part of an evolutionary process, 
but a direct intervention. There was' 
no precedent for Calvary, there has 
been no repetition of it. It is unique 
and final. 

Nor did Man do or give anything 
toward this sacrificial and redemp- 
tive event. Christ was not- an am- 
bassador from Man to God, but the 
reverse. 

"The Lamb of God!" exclaimed 
the Baptist by Jordan's bank, not 
Man's propitiatory offering. It was 
the hand of God which offered 
(Revelation 5) Redemption's- plan 



BY THE ARMY'S INTERNATIONAL LEADER 

General Albert Orsborn 



a promise of peace was born in the 
hearts of men. 

All forms of religion include some 
kind of attempt to reconcile the 
human and the Divine. They all 
echo the ancient cry: "Oh, that I 
knew where I might find Him that 
I might even come before His 
presence . . ." When in India I 
watched the pilgrims of all ages 
hurrying with ecstatic eagerness, 
nearer and nearer to their holy 
River Ganges, hoping there to find 
cleansing from sin and peace of 



you not think that is a beautiful 
message?" 

"Beautiful — yes, tout unfortunately 
it is not true," came the reply. 

Thus men go seeking but never 
finding, asking questions but dis- 
covering no answers, thirsty but not 
satisfied, hungry but not filled. 
Man's methods of approach to God 
are vain. No offering can purchase 
peace, no price provide satisfaction. 

Merit may pass from man to man 

But not from man to God, . 

The initiative in reconciliation 



and title deed, when "none was 
worthy" but Christ, the Lamb of 
God, standing as by right, in the 
midst of the Throne. Nothing in 
Calvary changed the mind of God, 
but everything revealed it. Calvary 
cries aloud to men, "Come here, 
come near, and see what is God's 
mind toward you!" Stand at the 
Cross and wonder and pray, for here 
was made possible the greatest 
moral miracle, forgiveness. 
Reconciliation is not a mere 
(Continued on page 12) 



Now one of the largest Summer Camps operated by The Salvation Army on the North American Continent, that shown here is at Jackson's Point, Ontario, and 
faces Lake Simcoe, situated in the uplands north of Toronto. This panoramic view of the Camp to which notable additions were made last year shows the pleasant 
background of wooded land, (including a newly-planted cedar grove) individual cottages and dormitories, pavilions, dining-halls, commodious auditoriums, camp-staff 




OTe sstanlJ on parti for tfjec" 

God made the country; man made the town" 

Old Saying 
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tions taken, man destroys natural 
resources faster than .they can be 
renewed, and hence arises the 
need, often urgent in its insistence, 
to preserve life in its various forms, 
including forests and vegetation. 
A careless tourist can do more 
damage with a tiny unextinguished 
cigaret or match than can be re- 
placed in fifty or a hundred years. 

Therefore all citizens of a great 
and beautiful country like Canada 
should exert their influence, and 
by precept and example become 
seli-appointed guardians of their 
great heritage: "O Canada, we 
stand on guard for thee!" 

One of the best friends of the 
people of Canada is the forest 
ranger whose constant vigil and 
energy in carrying out his (or her) 
onerous duties commands the grati- 
tude and respect of all law-abiding 
citizens. When advised by his senior 
officers of conditions in the forest, 
he observes who are making use 
of the facilities afforded the public, 
and warns them against the danger 
of starting a forest fire by careless- 
ness with camp fires and the care- 
less use of tobacco and matches. 

Through long hours the ranger 
watches the forest to detect any ir- 
regularities at the earliest moment, 
for delays may be fatal. He often 



GOD-GIVEN HERITAGE 

CANADA, affection's ardent 

flame 

Springs into life at mention of thy 

name; 
No fertile soil 
Nor golden spoil 
Yields true prosperity, 
Thy scions bold 
With hearts of gold 
Are wealth indeed for thee, 

O Canada, O Canada, 

O Canada, may peace and wis- 
dom guide; 

True brotherhood in thy do- 
main reside. 

O Canada, we hail thy proven 

worth; 
Proud of the Motherland that gave 

thee birth; 
Endowed with grace, 
A sovereign race 
Bows but to God and thee, 
And marches forth, 
Sons of the north, 
Strong, confident and free. 

Lieut.-Colonel H. C Tutte 

of greatheart Jack Miner whose in- 
sight and enthusiasm founded the 
remarkable sanctuary at Kings- 
ville that bears his name, and is 



CANADA is a big domain, 
and of elbow-room there is 
abundance for all who wish 
to live God-and-neighbor 
respecting lives. Alas, that the 
multitudes should rush to the cities, 
over-crowding them to the dis- 
comfort of all too many, and the 
material prosperity of not a few 
to whom the city offers, as they 
see it, an opportunity for advance- 
ment and money-making. 

However, the cities have come to 
stay, unless another great wofcld 
cataclysm occurs to mar the so- 
called progress of mankind, and 
the only way to escape from the 
incessant noise, dust, soot or "smog" 
and jostling is to get out into the 
big open spaces of the Dominion, 
and fortunate it is for multitudes 
that discerning and far-sighted 
statesmen have succeeded in get- 
ting laws passed setting aside the 
vast tracts of country embracing 
beauty-spots, mountain and lake 



UPPER: Castle 

Mountain is aptly 
named. This lofty 
eminence is in the 
heart of the Cana- 
dian Rockies. 
RIGHT: 

Built at a time 
when there was 
enough lumber and 
to spare this seven- 
tiered log railway 
trestle-bridge spans 
a deep vaTley in 
Canada's western 
region. Passengers 
on their first trip 
feel somewhat ner- 
vous, but the track, 
though on a lofty 
plane, is securely 
laid and accidents 
are almost un- 
known. 



scenery and wild-life sanctuaries 
for the preservation of birds, fish 
and beast. 

But statesmen and informed 
citizens are finding out that man 
is a predatory creature in many 
regards, and despite the precau- 




organizes to suppress a fire long 
before it is under way, and much 
time is spent in planning, provision- 
ing and transportation, which some- 
times involves the use of airplanes. 
When thinking of wild-life pres- 
ervation one involuntarily thinks 








now carried on by his wife and 
sons. 

"Uncle Jack," as Miner was 
known to thousands of Canadian 
and American tourists, was a Christ- 
ian gentleman of outstanding wis- 
dom aided by a genial personality. 
Born on the same date as that of 
William Booth, he was an intense 
admirer of the Salvation Army, and 
like the Army Founder, his fame 
grows as the years pass. 

Years ago Miner caught an idea 
from a young Salvation Army wo- 
man selling calendars. He decided 
that he would copy texts from the 
Scriptures, write them on aluminum 
(Continued on next page) 



The accompanying cartoon gives an art- 
ist's conception of one of many remark- 
able incidents concerning "Uncle Jack" 
Miner's wild geese, to which a Scripture 
message had been attached. It resulted 
in the conversion of the Eskimo-hunter! 
The late Mr. Miner gained his winged- 
missionary idea from a young 'woman 
Salvationist, distributing calendars. 



buildings, recreation-fields and other features. The Camp, representative of a number of Salvation Army Camps in Canada, accommodates city children who hav 
no other prospects of a health-giving holiday in the country, young people's adivities, conferences, fellowship, music and similar camps, and also a large numbe 
of summer vacationists when accommodation permits. Last year more than 1,200 children and adults spent varying periods at the Camp. 



LIKE BIRDS RELEASED 

Are Underprivileged Little Ones, when 
Camping Days are Made Possible 



SOME time ago, wihile waiting 
at an intersection to make a 
left turn on one of Sudbury's 
business streets (writes R. V. 
Whelan in Sylva) , I watched a man 
in rough working clothes weaving 
his way through the traffic in my 
general direction. Then, just as I 
was about to release the clutch on 
the truck and make the turn, the 
man came alongside, handed me a 
small bird through the open win- 
dow, saying as he did so in very 
broken English, "Please mister, take 
this little bird and let him go out 
in the country." 

By this time, the motorists be- 
hind me were impatiently blowing 
their horns. Thanking the man, and 
promising I would look after the 
bird, I drove on my way. In order 
to do so, it was necessary to use 




There are those who hold 
to the idea that Saskatch- 
ewan is all flat prairie 
country, but Saskatoon and 
vicinity has scenery to com- 
pare with most scenic parts 
of the Dominion. 




understand how it is that so many 
people can be so thoughtless as to 
set fire loose in the forest, thus 
bringing pain and tragedy to the 
creatures who call the forest their 
home. Campers, fishermen and 
motorists! care with campfires and 
smoking materials is another way 
of being kind. 

"Most people, though, are like 
that." Why, surely they are. We 



The Maritime Provinces have a beauty all 

their own, as may be gathered from this 

coastal scene off the Atlantic shores. 



would not care to think otherwise. 
And how much more than birds and 
beasts are little children! 

The incident related in the fore- 
going paragraphs is a parable. 
Children, confined to close, dust- 
ridden, traffic -filled city streets, are 
like birds. In a real sense the out- 
doors is their native environment. 
But, alas, many are so placed, fin- 
ancially or otherwise, that a decent 
vacation out on God's broad acres 
is impossible. They "beat their 
wings" to no avail. 

(Continued on page 14) 



one hand for driving while holding 
the bird in the other. 

The reason for the kind-hearted 
fellow picking me to release the 
bird was obvious as I was driving a 
Department of Lands and Forests 

(Continued from opposite page) 
tags and attach them to his wild 
geese. The project developed into 
a great and successful scheme, .and 
Jack Miner's feathered mission- 
aries not only took the Gospel tid- 
ings to the world's frontiers, but 
brought information to scientists 
and naturalists never before collect- 
ed. Time would fail to tell the 
stories, packed with romance, that 
came to be written as the result of 
letters received from all parts of 
the earth. Jack Miner's faith in the 
promise that God's word would not 
return to Him void was marvel- 
lously verified. 

Jack Miner, believed profoundly 
in the simple teachings of Jesus 
Christ, and his wise sayings were 
punctuated with spiritual thoughts. 
Always he would quote from the 
Bible where it is stated that God 
created everything and then ' cre- 
ated man, and gave him' "do- 
minion over all." Man, in control- 
ling nature, was expected to use 
God-given common sense in caring 
for wild -life. 

Incidentally, when the proposal 
was put to the federal parliament 
at Ottawa that the Miner Bird 
Sanctuary should be placed on a 
foundation basis, an article on the 
subject in the Canadian War Cry 



truck with its "Prevent Forest. 
Fires" message on the sides. 

The fact that the bird was "an 
immature house sparrow and would 
be happier among the house-tops 
than it would be among the tree- 
tops, does not detract in the least 
from the motive which led this man 
through the city traffic to ask that 
the bird be released in what he 
thought was its natural environ- 
ment . . . the forest. 

Most people, though, are like that. 
It is human nature to be kind to 
helpless birds and animals. For that 
reason, however, it is difficult to 

was read by a leading *statesman 
to the members of the House, par- 
ticulars of which were subsequently 
tabled in Hansard. This is the only 
instance, it is believed, that the 
Army's Official Organ has ever 
been quoted by any parliament. The 
War Cry was also honored at the 
great naturalist's funeral service, 
when a message of condolence 
from the members of the staff was 
among the few read from the 
thousands of messages received 
from all parts of the world. Jack 
Mirier and his family always took 
special interest in articles concern- 
ing the sanctuary appearing in the 
Army's "White Winged Messenger," 
many of which were reported in 
periodicals and newspapers through- 
out the world. 

"First the ear then the corn . . ." Canada 
is proud of its record of grain-growing, 
which in time of need has helped to 
save many nations from grave shortage 
of food and other products. 
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stand between him and Christ. 
Christ must be supreme. He was 
to stand, stripped of all things, and 
to count them but dross and refuse 
that he might win Christ and be 
assured of Him. His message to 
others is that if they did not know 
Christ and the power of His resur- 
rection in their lives, all other things, 
even hope, would be of no value. 
This knowledge included faith, a 
believing, experimental knowledge; 
a real personal, practical experience. 
Previously Paul did not have this 
assurance for, before conversion, he 
asked questioningly, "Who art thou, 
Lord?" His transformation made all 
the difference. He extolled the ex- 
cellency of Christ; he declared that 
in Christ there is an all-sufficiency of 
grace for the needs of all men. In 
the power of the resurrection of 
Christ, there is destruction of sin 
and newness of life for the sinner. 
The great significance of the 
Resurrection, according to Paul, lay 
in the fact that Christ was the 
Saviour of the world Who had arisen 
from the dead. He said men cruci- 
fied Christ because they knew Him 



THE RISEN LORD 

Jesus met them, saying, All hail. 
And they . . . worshipped Him. 

(Matthew 28 :D) 



PAUL AND THE RESURRECTION 

That I may know Him, and the power of His Resurrection. 11 — Phmppians 3: 10 



4S 



THESE ARE the words of the 
great Apostle Paul, who in 
writing to the early church 
at Philippi, places great 
stress and importance upon 
the Kesurrection of Christ. 
This is also evident from the 
Resurrection chapters in his epistles 
to the Corinthians. 

Paul was instrumental in plant- 
ing the Early Church and (he was 
called in an extraordinary manner 
by the man from Macedonia, who 
bade him "come over." None of the 
apostles stressed the Resurrection 
and its messages more than did 
Paul. With him it was vital. If there 
is no resurrection, then hope is vain, 
he says. The doctrine is essential, 
and every believer must recognize 
it. Not to do so means disaster, Paul 
warns. 

Paul himself had had no contact 
with Jesus when the Saviour was 
on earth. As far as we know, his 
first knowledge of the early Chris- 
tians and his first contact with 
Jesus was when he stood by when 
Stephen was martyred. He saw the 
face of the apostle that day as of 
an angel, and heard the sublime 
words, "Lord Jesus, receive my 
spirit." One can almost imagine 
Paul's thoughts at the time: What 
kind of Man must this Jesus be? 

Despite this incident we find Paul 
on his way to persecute the Chris- 
tians. Evil possessed him, but we read 
that he fell prostrate on the dusty 
Damascus road, smitten with blind- 
ness. Then the Voice asking: "Who 
art Thou?" and the answer: "I am 
Jesus, whom thou persecutest," fol- 
lowed by Paul's great transforma- 
tion. From then on his consuming 
passion was to know Christ, to fol- 
low Him and to do His will; to teach, 
to preach. But his greatest theme, 
perhaps, was the doctrine of the 
Resurrection. 

After long years had passed, the 
Apostle, in his writings, still yearned 
to "know Christ and the power of 
His resurrection." His preaching of 
this truth was successful, but he suf- 



fered much hardship and every con- 
ceivable opposition; he was* im- 
prisoned, beaten, tortured, scourg- 
ed. In fact the apostle, while a 
prisoner, extols the excellency of 
Christ and offers his prayer, "That 
I may know Him, and the power of 
His resurrection." 

Paul also suffered the loss of all 
things that he might win the resur- 
rected Christ; he who had been the 
possessor of much wealth. There 
were his birth-right privileges. He 
was a native Israelite, a Jew, and a 
Pharisee of the stock of Israel and 
the tribe of Benjamin; a Hebrew of 
the Hebrews on both sides, of which 
he was proud. 

Paul, or Saul, could boast of his 
relations with his religion. He had 
the token of God's convenant in the 
flesh; he observed his religion; he 
was sincere in his devotion, accord- 
ing to his religion, a Pharisee. 

Then Paul had much learning. He 
was a Pharisee and the son of a 
Pharisee. He sat at the feet of the 
great scholar, Gamaliel, he taught 
according to the perfect manner of 
the laws of his fathers. 

What did Paul say to all this? He 
said that it was as nothing. He made 
of it little account and set it aside in 
comparison to his interest, desires 
and expectations in Christ. He said, 
"I count it all loss." Not only were 
his previous experiences insufficient 
to fill his life and enrich his spirit, 
but they would eventually destroy 
and ruin him if he rested and 
trusted in them in opposition to 
Christ. 

He let his privileges as a Jew and 
a Pharisee go, anything that would 



not. His plea was "that they might 
know Him and the power of His 
resurrection." 

The Easter message of the Resur- 
rection is one of the greatest funda- 



mental doctrines of the Christian 
Church. Take this message out of 
Christianity and there would be no 
message left. Christian faith rests 
upon Christ, and at the very heart of 
Christianity stands the Resurrection. 
The resurrection of Christ means 
victory over sin and death. 

The resurrection means that Christ 
lives and that brings life and heal- 
ing to all. Life has much to depress 
and to bring sorrow and sadness. 
The beautiful story of Christ's resur- 
rection brings tenderness. He said, 
"I am come that they might have 
life," and "I am the Way, the Truth 
and the Life." His disciples said, 
"Thou hast the words of eternal 
life." 

The resurrection of Christ means 
also that He reigns. He is Lord and 
King. Calvary meant the cross, 
crucifixion and the grave. The 
Resurrection morning means the 
Living Lord, not a defeated, dead 
Christ. The cross brought sorrow 
and suffering, but the Resurrection 
brought victory and salvation. 
The Easter morning message is that 
of the living, victorious Christ. 

Christ arose in our hearts and 
lives, bringing everything into sub- 
servience and captivity to Him. This 
grand message of Paul says, "This 
mortal shall put on immortality, this 
corruption shall put on incorrup- 
tion." For the Christian there is no 
death; it is swallowed up in victory. 
"O death, where is thy sting, O 
grave, where is thy victory?" The 
sting of death is sin, the strength 
of sin is the law, but thanks be to 
God which giveth us the victory 
through our Lord, Jesus Christ. 

Is it any wonder that Paul prayed, 
"That I may know Him, and the 
power of His resurrection." May we, 
too, set aside everything else, that 
we may know Him and experience 
this wonderful power. 



RECONCILIATION 

(Continued from page 9) 



theory — it works! Herein the fact 
of God and the fact of Man are 
brought together. 'The most High 
becomes the most near!" 

Luther said, "Sin is a knot which 
it " needs a God to unravel." 

In Christ, the fact of sin and the 
fact of forgiveness are brought to- 
gether, the legally irreconcilable are 
"made one" at the Cross. 

We are all hopeless moral and 
spiritual bankrupts. We face the 
tragedy of life's insolvency — the 
factors we cannot balance, our 
wasted capital, our disappointing or 
bitter dividends. And ahead of us 
as the African says, is "the river of 
lastness" where death is the ferry- 
man who cries, "Debit! Debit! All 
debit and no credit! Here you must 
pay your*debts!" Into this hopeless 
reckoning comes Christ, the Recon- 
ciler, compensating for over in- 
adequacy, finding the missing fac- 
tors, building again our wasted re- 
serves, supplying the equation which 
balances and integrates the disord- 
ered life. He reconciles life's ac- 
counts and meets our deficit by 
Divine forgiveness. 

We often hear of maladjustments 
and we know how necessary it is 
that man should be reconciled with- 
in himself. How often are personal 
adjustments beyond the man him- 



self and beyond his most skilful ad- 
visers. 

The greatest victory of Jesus is 
in just this fact, that He came not 
merely "to seek," to probe, to pen- 
etrate to prove to us how lost we 
are, but He came "to save"! He re- 
pairs the moral damage, restores 
self-respect, leads out of discord into 
harmony, raises again the lost auth- 
ority of conscience and will, and ad- 
justs life's values to God's standards. 
Never again can you hold yourself 
cheap, never again admit the in- 
evitability of your own failure, if 
once you see human personality at 
Calvary's valuation. 

Earthly trysting places are often 
impermanent; times and men change. 
On the very ground where angels 
of peace poured their tears of sor- 
row and healing, evil men execute 
a devil's dance of new quarrels and 
conflicts. But the place of God's 
peace offer to man is unchanging, 
it is "the eternal yea or nay." There 
stands the Cross, in the midst of 
our turmoil and sin, with its loving 
and unchanging message, "Be ye re- 
conciled to God!" 

At that Cross let us kneel, to see 
Him just as He is and ourselves, 
just as we are! 

I was a guilty sinner 
But Jesus died fox me! 
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AND, BEHOLD, two of them went 
that same day to a village called 
Emmaus, which was from Jerusalem 
about threescore furlongs. And they 
talked together of all these things which 
had happened. And it came to pass, that 
while they communed together and 
reasoned, Jesus himself drew near, and 
went^ .with them. But their eyes were 
hoi den" that they should not know Him. 
And He said unto them, What manner 
of communications are these that ye 
have one to another, as ye walk, and are 

sad?; ■ :::";. 

; And the. one of them whose name was 
Cleopas, answering said unto Him, Art 
■Thou only a stranger in Jerusalem, and 
hast not known the things which are 
Come to pass there in these days? 

And He said unto them, What things? 
And they said unto Him, Concerning 
Jesus of Nazareth, which was a Prophet 
imighty ]n deed and word before God 
sand ail the people: 

And how the chief priests and our 
rulers delivered Him to be condemned 
to death, and have crucified Him. 

But we trusted that it had been He 
which should have redeemed Israel: and 
beside all this, to-day is the third day 
since these things were done, ; 

Yea, and certain women also of our 
company made us astonished, which were 
early at the sepulchre; 



And when they found not His body, 
they came, saying, that they had also 
seen a vision of angels, which said that 
He was alive. 

And certain of them which were with 
us went to the sepulchre, and found it 
even so as the women had said: but Him 
they saw not. 

Then He said unto them, O fools, and 
stow of heart to believe ali that the 
prophets have spoken! 

Ought not Christ to have suffered these 
things, and to enter into His glory? 

And beginning at Moses and all the 
prophets, He expounded unto them in 
all the Scriptures the things; concerning 
Himself, .,....; 

And they drew nigh unto the village^ 
whither they went v and He made as 
though He would have gone further. 

But they constrained; Him, saying* 
Abide with us; for it is toward evening, 
and the day is far spent. And He went 
in to tarry with them.: 

And it came to pass, as He sat at meat 
with them, He took bread, and blessed 
it, and brake, and gave to them. 

And their eyes were opened, and "they 
knew Him j and He vanished out of their 
sight. 

And they said one to another, did not 
our heart burn within us, Whtje He 
talked with us by the way, and while He 
opened to us the Scriptures, j 



DO YOU ENJOY CHRIST'S COMPANIONSHIP ? 




THIS story of the walk to Em- 
maus is one of the loveliest of all 
the stories concerning Jesus. There 
is a restfulness about it that charms 
.us. The rush, and turmoil of His 
crowded life have ended. The un- 
speakable horror of the crucifixion 
is over, and already we know what 
two disciples did not, that Jesus has 
risen. But no such comfort floods 
their hearts. They are in the very 
depths of despair. They have heard 
that He is supposed to have risen, 
but they do not believe it, for they 
saw Him die, and the dead do not 
return. 
Words of Strength and Comfort 

How gentle He was with them! 
He did not shock or startle them by 
some great manifestation of Him- 
self. Likely He came up from be- 
hind, overtaking them in their sad 
walk and listening a little to their 
heavy conversation. Then comes 






His heart-warming, life-giving 
words of strength and comfort. 

So many are walking the Emmaus 
road today. Perhaps you are among 
the large number who have lost a 
dear one. No one in your circle of 
friends can share in your grief or 

loss - How Well He Understands 

Along the dusty road of your life 
walks One who is Himself the Son 
of God. How well He understands 
your heavy heart, and how able He 
is to help! He longs to bring His 
comfort and sustaining grace to 
you. Patiently and lovingly He 
seeks to help you, but He cannot do 
so until you ask Him to come into 
your life. When you do, He will be 
known to you in the simplest as- 
pect of your every-day living. His 
friendship will change your sorrow 
into joy and give you eternal hope. 
But you must ask Him to come in. 
Will you do so without delay? 



HE EXPOUNDED UNTO THEM IN ALL THE SCRIPTURES 
THE THINGS CONCERNING HIMSELF 



3tt tije is>erbtce of tfje Crass 

By Harold Begbie, William Booth's Biographer 



WE have girded on His armour, 
We have buckled on His sword; 
And the earth is full of music, 
As we raise with one accord 
The great hymn of those rejoicing 
That they serve the Living Lord. 
Hallelujah! 

Through the valley of the shadow, 
Through the place of sin and pain 

We are marching, not in sorrow, 
We are fighting, not in vain — 

For the gates of Hell yield inward 
As we shout the Victor strain. 
Hallelujah! 




In the mercy of His greatness 
He has made His service sweet, 

There is rapture in the burden, 
There is gladness in the heat — 

And the goal that makes life Joyous 
Is the Lord's great Judgment Seat. 
Hallelujah! 

In the tears of pain is written 
That the gift of sin is dross, 

And the restless sigh of labour 
Tells the wage of self is loss; 

But there's life and peace and rapture 
In the Service of the Cross. 
Hallelujah! 

He shall bend the knee of tyrants, 
He shall break oppression's rod; 

The proud temples and the altars 
Of the selfish world shall nod; 

And humanity, awaking, 
Shall acknowledge Him as God. 
Hallelujah! 

To the Lord Who spread the Heavens 
Thro' the boundless fields of space, 

To the Lord Who calls the weary 
To His Calvary of grace — 

Raise the hymn of grateful triumph, 
We shall see Him face to face. 
Hallelujah! 

THE CROSS-BOUND WAY 

IN the accompanying painting the 
artist has pictured Christ stumb- 
ling under the weight of His Cross, 
and the Scriptures record that "They 
found a man of Cyrene, Simon by 
name; him they compelled to bear 
His cross." Cross -bearers, the men 
and women who bear the emblem 
of shame in Christ's name, are com- 
paratively few in these days of self- 
ish interests, and the great Challenge 
goes oft unheeded. How do you re- 
spond? Do you exclaim with the 
song-writer: 

I'll follow Thee, of life the 
giver, 

I'll follow Thee, suffring Re- 
deemer; 

Til follow Thee, deny Thee 
never, 

By Thy grace, I'll follow Thee. 
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tion was the better part of valor. 
We were allowed to pass unmolest- 
ed; I was taken quietly after the 
meeting was over, but allowed to go 
after promising to appear in court 
at ten the next morning. 

The court room was packed to 
suffocation, and many of our con- 
verts were in the crowd. A friendly 
lawyer offered his services to the 
Army free of charge, but I told him 
that while I appreciated his kind 
offer I believed God wanted me to 
plead my own case. "If God be with 
you, who can be against you? Go 
ahead, you'll be all right," he said. 

I told the court that The Salvation 
Army folk were not law-breakers, 
that indeed they were laboring to 
make .law-breakers into .law-abid- 
ing citizens. "We have men here this 
morning," I said, "who have been 
before this court again and 
again; but where the law could not 
help them, God has used the Army 
as an instrument in their conver- 
sion. They are no longer drunkards, 
but sober men; no longer deadbeats, 
but honest men; bad men are now 
good men — " At this point an ex- 
drunkard shouted out: 

"Here's one right here!" 

"Here's another!" 

"And another!" — and our converts 
were soon testifying all over the 
court room. 

"Order! Order" shouted the judge, 
"this is not a camp meeting!" 
The Bench in a Quandary 

When I had finished, the judge 
was in a quandary. He had sen- 
tenced our drummer the day before 
for the same offence, ' so without 
looking up he said: "The ordinance 
has been broken — five dollars or 
ten days." I asked that no one 
should pay the fine, as a friend had 
done the day before, and quoting 
that promise — Jeremiah 1:19—1 
chose the jail sentence. 

"Shall I put him down now?" 
asked the officer who stood at the 



YOUTH AT THE GATE. A young Cana- 
I dian citizen-to-be greets a_ bright Spring 
I morning with a sunny smile. 



THE SPARK THAT WAS FANNED INTO A BLAZE 



had walked out to the camp, and we 
had hardly sung the first verse when 
a quarrel between two drunken 
men about The Salvation Army de- 
veloped into opposition. A large mob 
attacked and scattered us. Three 
times we tried to rally and com- 
menced to sing, but we were thrown 
down and trampled upon, and cries 
of "Kill them!" were heard. A mili- 
tary man endeavored to stop the 
violent interference, declaring that 
while he was not religious he want- 
ed fair play. He tried to force his 



LIKE BIRDS RELEASED 

(Continued from page 11) 
However, there are public spirited 
citizens, lovers of the little ones 
who, like the man in the incident, 
hasten to the rescue. Thus through 
The Salvation Army or some 
other organization they put them- 
selves to some pains and also give of 
their means to enable the under- 
privileged little folks of their com- 
munity to enjoy a health-giving and 
happy holiday period at a Fresh- Air 
Camp, many of which, like the 
illustrations at the head of these 
columns are situated by one of 
Canada's beautiful lakes. 

It would not be inappropriate in 
closing this article to ask a per- 
tinent quest. Are you among those 
understanding citizens who assist in 
this good work, which amounts to 
helping to make young citizens of 
Today good citizens of Tomorrow. 
Think it over! 



(continued from page 7) 
way through the crowd, but a stone 
soon felled him (he lay in hospital 
for three" weeks, hovering between 
life and death!) 
Newspaper Reporter's Testimony 
Then an officer of a high rank gal- 
loped up, dismounted and threat- 
ened to run through with his sword 
the first man who advanced against 
us. He ordered men of the 29th 
Regiment to form a double ring 
around us, and asked us to continue 
our meeting. We knelt and thanked 
God. Before the meeting was over, 
a newspaper reporter stepped into 
the ring, tears coursing down his 
face, and confessed that, while he 
had always scorned religion and 
had intended to write a scathing 
denunciation of the Army, he had 
seen the Spirit of Christ manifested 
by this band of Salvationists. He 
declared his determination hence- 
forth to serve God. 

The soldiers were ordered to es- 
cort us back to the town, and so, 
with the Queen's men to our left 
and right, we marched right down 
to the market-square, where we 
sang praises to God and prayed. 
That night two thousand people 
gathered for our meeting in the 
ring, half of them from the camp; 
and among the seekers were twelve 
military men! 

The large rink in which we held 
our meetings could not be heated in 
winter weather, so a discarded 
Presbyterian Church was purchased 
at a low price — and our troubles be- 
gan! The neighbors did not like the 



noise or our presence in the neigh- 
borhood, and tried to get the church 
away from us; but our deed had 
been signed and delivered, and they 
were powerless. The City Council 
was influenced, however, to pass a 
by-law prohibiting our marching 
the streets or beating our drums. 
Our drummer was arrested and 
sentenced to five dollars fine, or ten 
days imprisonment, but some un- 
known friend paid the fine and he 
was liberated. 

The question of our future policy 
weighed heavily upon my youth and 
inexperience, and I threw myself 
on God for guidance and direction. 
He directed me to the promise in 
Jeremiah 1:19 — "They shall fight 
against thee; but they shall not pre- 
vail against thee; for I am with thee, 
saith the Lord, to deliver thee." I 
ran downstairs, praising God, and 
told all the people in the boarding- 
house where I was living how God 
had come to our help; that the 
Army would march out that night 
as usual, and that I myself would 
beat the drum. 

The Town was Stirred 

The news spread like wildfire, 
and by the time we assembled for 
the open-air meeting it seemed as if 
the whole town had turned out to 
see the Salvation Army arrested. 
Six policemen were detailed to 
bring us in if we attempted to 
march or beat the drum, but the 
crowd was so great, and apparently 
all on the Army's side, that the 
police officers decided that discre- 



top of the stairs leading to the 
cells." 

"No," said the judge, "we'll give 
him five days to think it over." 
When the five days had expired, 
and while I was out doing my 
visitation, an officer arrived at my 
boarding-place with a search war- 
rant, wanting to collect goods to 
cover the fine. 

All He Had in the World 

"AH he possesses is a trunk," said 
the landlady, and suddenly an idea 
came to her. "He has not paid his 
board this week yet," she told the 
police officer, "I guess I have the 
first claim on that trunk, haven't I?" 
He admitted she had, wrote across 
the warrant "No goods or chat- 
tels," and went away. 

I heard no more of that five dol- 
lars or ten days until I received 
orders to farewell from London, 
Ont., when I went to police head- 
quarters and presented myself to 
the chief. 

"I have come to go to jail," I said, 
"to satisfy that unjust law. I have 
received orders from our Headquar- 
ters in New York to say good-bye 
to London and be ready to proceed 
to California in two weeks, and I 
have just nice time to do those ten 
days before I go." 

Rising to his feet and pacing the 
floor the chief said, "California 
is a long way, isn't it?" I agreed that 
it was. 

"Oh, well," he remarked, "when 
we want you, we'll go to California 
and get you." I have never paid that 
five dollars nor have I done the ten 
days; and I never shall — because 
all of God's promises are sure — if' 
we only believe. 
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Thai they might be called trees of righteousness, the planting of the Lord, that He might be glorified. — (Isaiah 61:3) 

BIBLE SYMBOL Of THE CHRISTIAN! LIFE are these trees, upright, fragrant, blessing-sharing, Heaven-pointing sign-guidss 
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to, the Winter is past . . . the flowers appear on the earth, (song of soiomon 2:ii, 12) 



